THE IRON PUDDLER

effect of constant complaints was to demor-
alize us and make our work harder. I
thought at first that these investigators were
our friends and I gave them all the help I
could. But instead of helping us, they only
hurt us, and then I soured on their misap-
plied zeal. They were a species new to me
that seemed to have sprung up in the hard
times, just as cooties spring up in time of
war. And like cooties, they attached them-
selves to us closer than a brother and yet
they were no brothers of ours. The social
investigators nibbled away at the men and
kept them restless in their hours of ease*
They sat at our boarding table and com-
plained of the food. Corned beef and cab-
bage was one of our regular dishes. Mr. In-
vestigator turned up his nose and said: "I
never touch corned beef. If you knew as
much about it as I do, you would insist on
steaks or roast beef instead. You know what
corned beef is, don't you?"

The men got mad and one fellow said:
**Yes; it is dead cow. All meat is dead
animals. Now give us a rest9*

<4Yes, if s all dead, but some of it is a whole
lot deader than you imagine.   I've been in-.'
196talists the safeguarding of his future.
